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of the carnival still linger. St. Mark's Place was crowded
with masques. It was even more humorous to observe
these grotesque forms in repose than in action; to watch a
monster, with a nose a foot long and asses' ears, eating an
ice; or a mysterious being, with a face like a dolphin, re-
freshing herself with a fan as huge as a parasol. The houses
were clothed with carpets and tapestry; every place was il-
luminated, and everybody pelted with sweetmeats and sugar-
.plums. K"o one ever seemed to go to bed; the water was
covered with gondolas, arid everybody strummed a guitar.

During the last nights of the carnival it is the practice
to convert the opera house into a ball-room, and, on these
occasions, the highest orders are masqued. The scene is
very gay and amusing. In some boxes, a supper is always
ready, at which all guests are welcome. But masqued you
must be. It is even strict etiquette on these occasions for
ladies to ramble about the theatre unattended, and the great
diversion of course is the extreme piquancy of the incognito
conversations; since, in a limited circle, in which few are
unknown to each other, it is not difficult to impregnate this
slight parley with a sufficient quantity of Venetian salt.

I went to one of these balls, as I thought something
amusing might occur. I went in a domino, and was careful
not to enter my box, lest I should be discovered. As I was
sauntering along one of the rooms near the stage, a female
masque saluted rue.

'We did not expect you,' she said.

41 only came to meet you,' I replied.

'Ton are more gallant than we supposed you to be.'

f The world is seldom charitable,' I said.

* They say you are in love.'

'You are the last person to consider that wonderful'
c Really quite chivalric.   Why! they said you are quite a
vrild man.'

* Bat you, Signora, have tamed me.'